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I When I wake on the dawn of ThanRsgiving!
- For glorious Nature in the morn of its sp

For health in the world I'm living!
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FOR the breath I
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17" The silvery moon
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' R the sun, “Old Sol,” the fire of my days,

and stars of the night,

One warming the earth with its brilliant rays,

2~ All filling the skies with heaven’s own light.

For what I believe and for what I know,

breathie and the winds that blow,~

PO For flowers that bloom, so fragrant and fair, -

"o*rfsts and birds of the air.
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R the friends I have and the
For the thoughts I think and the dreams I dream,

For the days gone by when I was a lad,
For this Thanksgiving—this hour supr

-~ RELIGION BASED
" ON CRATITUDE

Truth in Assertion There Cannot
Be the One Without
the Other. .

“He that urges gratitude pleads the
s of both God and men, for with-
out it we can neither be sociable nor
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potent influence, between men and God.

sense of gratitude s the measure
of devotion. If it Is a mere utterance
of the lips It has no meaning, no mat-
ter how eloquently worded, reasons a
writer In the Bt. Louls Globe-DemocraL.
If it does not come from the heart It
Is a mockery; and the deeper its feel-
ing, even though it be dumb, the closer
it brings one to its divine objective.
No pean of praise can reach ope-haif
#o high as the | thought, which
i itself ls a prayer. It Is more than
an acknowledgement of benefits, It Is
an outpouring of} spirit, an uplifting

rhetorie that I8 but sounding brass and
tinkling cymbals, “Ve may oe equally
sure that we as a nation are not ad
vanced or uplifted by sermons or pray-
ers or speeches that, however Beautl
filly attired, are but words. But If
that thankfulness Is real, If it ls felt
within, If we are consclous of It, If its

to the glory of divinity, by the exercise
of the spirit within us, reaching out to
clasp hands with its creator and the
@ource of all Its strength.

And manifestly there Is abundant
reason for that gratitude and its ex-
pression. We need not, we eannof,

prosperous
above all other peopl We find our-
selves, In this year of His gruce, direct-
ing. In & very large measure, the des
tinjes of mankind. In the great eatas

' (The Gobbler

Ann Maria Teller was guarded with
the Jjenlousy of erubbed ownership
rather tham love; while Lester
Brockaw, the son of an Impecunlous
nelghbor, was huted hecnuse he wns
poor and boldly asplred to the hand
of Ann Mauria,

Bo It eame to the day before Thanks-
giving. That morning old Job Teller
was In his yard looking with ominous
eyes at a big gobbler, It was a good
bird, and would be a wise leader for
the pext year's flock. But the gob-
bler weighed fully twenty-elght
pounds, and there was a son of his, n
dejected young turkey that never
strutted In the irate father's presence,
which welghed not more than twelve.
That left a difference of sixteen
pounds, at probably 25 cents a pound,
live welght. It was too big a strain
on the old man’s avariclous soul, and
the narrowing eyes sald that the old
gobbler was doomed.

It may be that long assoclation of
similar minds had brought them to
read each other's thoughts; or per
haps the denth-croaks of expiring
chickens that morning had agltated
the wige bird with a presentiment of
danger. But be that as it may, even
us the avariclous eyes were question-
Ing the welght, the old fellow guve a
deflant gobble, spread his wings, and
rose majestically to the top of a near
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Ominous Eyes at a Big
Gobbler.
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by apple tree. There he rested a briet
moment, then went on to the next,
and from there to the next and Dext
and so on to the woods beyond.

The grim eyes watching him grew

- | wrathful for a moment, then followed

the flight speculatively, A little way
in the woods was a spreading oak
and there the gobbler had often spent
a night in his younger days, to wear

.| off m Bt of sulks. Old Job made a

motion to follow, then shook his head,
chuckled, and went on through the
yard to select other turkeys and chick.
ens for the Thanksgiving macrifice.
Following turkey nature, the old gob

TOM TURK, PESSIMIST

The dey bubows Thasbegiv
There's a price upon my head,
And if | do escape this time
There's Christmas still shead!
But though I'm feeling dreary
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five minutes to get here, and there's
a good chance of the gobbler's break-
ing away and it all having to be done
over agaln. Then at the worst I ean
push back Into the vines out of sight.
Your father’ll be too excited to bother
about me, Now you will consent, won't
you?' dropping hls voice coaxingly.
“I've spoken to the minister and all,
and he'll be Jooking out for us any
time 1 can get you away. Won't—"

There came a tremendous clatter
right st the corner of the bouse. “Gob-
ble-gobble-gob-gob-ble I" shrieked the
turkey; and “T'll wring your blamed
old peck soon’s I get a good holt, see
't 1 don't, you—you lmp of feathers!"
snarled the man. And then followed
s more determined flapping of wings,
threats and snarls of pald, accompan-
led by a tugging and dragging sound,
and—

“Crowd Into the vines, quick " whis-
pered the girl. “He's right here”

The arm left her walst, and she
stepped out to the edge of the porch,
where a streak of moonlight touched
her and flickered off in fromt.

Another moment, and the struggling
Job and the gobbler broke Into the
flicker, The angry bird looked rough
and disheveled; the man's hat was
gone, and trickles of blood showed on
fuce and hands where claws and beak
had been at work. Of the two, the
bird was the fresher.

“I'll—wring—your—blamed,” gasped
old Job, thickly, and then, “Drat It
all! He's got away ™

The gobbler fopped off Into the
dusk, Job stumbled after, yelling as
he did so, “Ann Maria! Ann Marlal
Come and help.,”

“Dad!"” she cried, as she raced after
him. “The horrid thing will kiil you.
Come back!" ‘

From the darkness of the porch an-
other figure sprang out. <

“If that raging old gobbler tackles
Ann Maria he's liable to claw ber eyes

to the fleeter second as she came up,
“Rud, run, Ann Marial Don't ye stopy
by me, ‘cause I'm beat out! Grab—
the—blamed—old—"

And then as Ann Maria darted away,
the third figure rushed past. But It
was too dark and old Job was too
angry to realize who It might be.

As he went under the apple trees,
the gasping turkey heard swilt steps

It Was Too Late to Retreat.

closing In on him from behind, and
with a last mighty effort hurled him-
gelf forward into the minister's open
doorway, and fell dead. At that In-
stant Ann Maria's quick fingers closed
upon him, and the eager hand of Les-
ter dropped caressingly upon the
girl's shoulder,

“Hello, who's there? called tha

y| minister. “Come In"
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bler would pass the night In the osk i 3 \
and with dusk he wonld become stupid ! epped 1 Maria holding
and drowsy and easy (o remove fromn . \ L ’:;rku RS don -~ i
m‘m ¥ 1 n“m‘.t I‘. d.lmed

Ann Maris was shy, but had signals ‘ ister dal!lgt‘rtt:;l! “.“ mthl;’ntn-
red- and blue and other shades In §e turkey for me, and a big one ,too

othing hang from her window i -
o et ) l..ut-; !You amre indeed nelghborly. Jack,
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It was too late for retreat, so they
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here's Lester, too. I see, [ e Wi
| we're all ready, ! guess. Jack,
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